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Summary 


Virgil only has his one, singular Patton Buck. And he treasures it, he hides it away where 
no one can find it or take it from him, and resolves to never spend it. 


But then he does. 


Notes 


you're gonna hve to read the post this was based on to understand it ngl 


anyway i have no idea why i was thinking about this i haven't been in the fandom in ages 
(no offense, but yall get it, hyperfixations grab u by the throat sometimes) and suddenly 
middle of the night 1 remembered this post and this idea came to me (oh my god pre-telling 
them his name/being accepted anxiety SPENDING THE PATTON BUCK) and just. 
ouch<3 


See the end of the work for more notes 


e Inspired by that one post about patton bucks by several people really but op is called 
marsupials-of-mars 


Virgil has one, singular Patton Buck. 


He watched the others earn them freely, and—well, he knows he doesn’t deserve it. He’s the bad 
guy. Bad guys don’t get that kind of thing. 


Doesn’t mean he doesn’t want it. He’s selfish like that. 


(He remembers the first and only time Patton had given him a Patton Buck—almost casual, after 
Virgil hadn’t interfered during a date. He’d slipped it to him afterwards like a bribe, where the 
others didn’t see, and had said thanks, kiddo! like Anxiety had done them a favor by not being 
himself. But Virgil had been too busy staring at the Patton Buck in his hands to care, feeling blown 
away and adrift, chest tight and voice caught. By the time his voice had come back, Patton had 
already danced away, like it didn’t matter at all. Like it wasn’t the only time Virgil had ever so 
much as held a Patton Buck, let alone received one.) 


Still. Virgil watches as the others get more and more of them, and watches as they cash them in— 
for dinners, and bedtime stories, and little gifts and special nights spent together doing whatever 
activity suited them best. 


And—and he yearns. He yearns so much it hurts. 


The other Sides—he loves them, of course he does, although he’d never admit it. Even Roman, as 
annoying as he could be, was someone Virgil just wanted to protect, if they could only see that. 
Even if they never listened to him. 


Patton, though, was... it was different. Patton gave away his affection so freely, and he was so 
warm and kind and affectionate. He laughed easily and touched even more so, and—he never 
seemed openly annoyed by Anxiety. He even seemed to like him, rather than just tolerate him like 
Logan, or outright hate him like Roman. 


And Virgil... Virgil found himself wanting Patton’s approval, whether he liked it or not. Wanting 
Patton to hug him like that, so easily, tight and warm. Wanting Patton to be proud of him, like a real 
dad, and ruffle his hair or make him a special meal just because he cared. Wanting to know what it 
felt like. 


... He knew, of course, he was being ridiculous. They didn’t have “dads”, not for real, and anyway, 
Virgil was the bad guy. He was Anxiety. He didn’t deserve any of that, and he would never deserve 
any of that. And even if he did, he pushed them all away himself: they had no reason to like him. 
He'd been careful not to give them one, even a sliver of one. 


Still, though, that Patton Buck... he thought of it more than he should. A lot, really. 


Sometimes he’d take it from its safe place (making sure the door was locked tight first, as if 
someone might come in and snatch it from him, accuse him of stealing it), pressed in a book and 
tucked at the back of his sock drawer, and just... look at it. It was a silly, colorful little thing, hand- 
drawn and almost childish, and it was precious to him. It was made with love, and it was so Patton. 
Virgil loved it. It was a tangible piece of affection, small and bittersweet, and it was his. It had 
been given to him. 


He’d already decided he’d never spend it. Even if he got more—which wasn’t likely to happen— 
he’d never spend it. He’d always tuck it back into its hiding space, careful not to damage it, and go 
on as usual. 


(And when he was tempted, so tempted to use it, sometimes he’d get as far as taking it out again 
before remembering that once it was gone, it was gone. Forever. And he’d not likely get another 
anytime soon, if at all. And he’d put it away, because his little slip of paper, physical proof that 
Patton had cared enough, even once, to give him a Patton Buck, was worth more than something as 
fleeting as a hug, or a meal, no matter how much he wanted it. The infinite potential over a single, 
tangible moment.) 


And perhaps it would have stayed like that, until the others learned his name and accepted him into 
their fold, until he became Virgil to them instead of just Anxiety. Because Virgil might be able to 
earn Patton Bucks, but Anxiety would only ever earn the one. 


But one night, one particularly bad night, after a particularly bad week in a particularly bad month, 
Virgil had a nightmare. 


Not just any nightmare, but one deserving of a capital letter: a Nightmare, a Night Terror, 
something vivid and horrible and painful, something that left him with a tear-soaked face and 
tightly wrung-out lungs and hands shaking so hard he could barely open the drawer and fumble for 
his most prized possession. 


He wasn’t even thinking straight: he was sick (he had been all week) and cold and tired, and 
everything hurt, and although the details of the Night Terror were already fading, the pounding fear 
and deep, hollowed out despair were still eating away at him. 


All he could think was that he desperately, desperately wanted to feel safe. He wanted to be warm. 
He wanted to be held. Cared for. He’d never been held before, but somehow, he was sure it would 
make him feel better. 


If he could just cry in someone’s arms, just for a little while, then he would be okay. He could go 
back to sleep, alone, and not bother anyone again. 


And Patton—Virgil would normally be loathe to ask, would be terrified of rejection, or of worse, 
resigned obligation to a promise made; he would normally be deeply upset to lose his one Patton 
Buck. But Patton would do it, and right now, that was all Virgil’s frightened, exhausted, and hurt 
mind was processing. If he could just bring the slip of paper to Patton, he’d be okay. Just one little 
task, and he’d be okay. 


So, the little colorful slip of paper trembling in his badly shaking hands, he managed to make it to 
Patton’s room unseen and mostly unharmed, trying to force himself to breathe as he slumped 
against the door and knocked. 


Patton was not expecting the knock at the door. 


It was late, for one, and for two, he’d grown to know Roman’s and Logan’s knocks well: Logan 
always knocked in an exact pattern, precise and sharp, and Roman knocked with flourish, loud and 
usually accompanied by some sort of exclamation along the lines of oh, PADRE! 


This was a quiet knock, almost muffled, and quite unlike either of them. There was no regularity to 
it, nor drama: in fact, it was more hesitant than precise or purposeful. 


He didn’t know quite what to expect when he opened the door, but it wasn’t Anxiety. 


It especially wasn’t Anxiety like this: slumped against the door frame, pale, visibly exhausted, face 
tear-stained and eyes red-rimmed and whole body trembling minutely. 


“Patton,” he croaked, hoarse and soft and cracked open, “Is this enough? Is this enough for a hug? 
Please?” 


He was shoving forward a... a little piece of paper. 


It was clearly old, but well-preserved. Patton could tell from the gentle crease in the middle that 
could only have come from being folded many times, and for so long that the area around it was 
weathered with crumples in the paper that had been neatly smoothed out. 


He could tell from how the colors were a little worn, like someone had touched it frequently, and 
from the a few small, clearly old stains like something wet had dripped onto the ink in the lower 
corner, warping it just enough to be noticeable. 


It was one, single Patton Buck. 


“Anxiety,” he breathed, in shock and sadness and confusion. Anxiety apparently took this as denial, 
as a pitying oh honey no, and wilted before his eyes. 


“Tt’s all I have,” Anxiety said hoarsely, and his voice broke, and he just kept going, “I’m sorry. I— 
this was—I shouldn’t h—” 


“Oh, kiddo,” said Patton, and gently pushed his still-outstretched hand aside—the Patton Buck 
fluttered to the floor and Anxiety made an alarmed noise and lurched towards it, like it really 
mattered to him, oh no—and then before he could move properly, Patton pulled him into a tight 
hug. 


Anxiety froze, and Patton squeezed tighter, tucking him against his chest and letting his hands rub 
his back comfortingly. Patton could feel how hard he was shaking, and refused to let go. 


Almost all at once, Anxiety melted, still trembling but going completely pliant, leaning into it like 
his life depended on it. 


Had Patton really never given him any Patton Bucks? Had he really, actually—had he wanted 
them? All this time? He never seemed to want to spend time with any of them, and he’d always 
seemed so touch-averse and uncomfortable with people getting close that Patton had never wanted 
to overstep, to upset him further. He knew he could be overbearing, overly affectionate, assume too 
much, and he’d always thought he was doing Anxiety a favor by holding back. 


But now Anxiety was clinging to him like a drowning man to a life raft, relaxing under the hand 


petting his back like a content cat. He was still shaking but he’d fucking melted, he’d melted, and 
he’d come here with—he’d come here trying to buy a hug like he thought Patton would never— 
without—that he wouldn’t— 


Patton wanted to cry a little. Anxiety could be caustic and rude, and he’d puff himself up and hiss 
like a cat, but Patton should have known, shouldn’t’ ve he? He was the emotional one, the heart, he 
should have seen, right? Even if Anxiety never said anything? 


He’d known, even if the others hadn’t believed it, that Anxiety wasn’t as mean as he tried to make 
himself out to be. He could even be nice, if he thought no one was watching. He’d known that, and 
still, somehow, he was shocked at sharp-witted, ever-sarcastic Anxiety breaking down in front of 
him. 


“Oh, kiddo,” he said again, and his voice was—close to breaking. “That isn’t... Come in, c’mere, 
c’mon, let’s—let’s get you inside,” and he tried to pull back just far enough to guide Anxiety back, 
but he made a hurt noise and tried to cling. 


“Only one,” he mumbled into Patton’s shoulder. “It’s only for one. Please.” 
Oh. Oh... 


“Sweetheart,” said Patton, firm and a little bit tearful, “This isn’t—I promise, just come in, and 
you ’Il—this isn’t your one, okay?” 


It was all he could think to say. 


“But—yust for now—let’s come in, so we can close the door, and you’!l be more comfortable, 
alright?” 


Anxiety nodded reluctantly, but didn’t pull away—only let Patton gently extract himself, bend to 
gently pick up the Patton Buck, then guide him inside and close the door behind them. 


He let Patton guide him to the bed, just to sit on the edge, with no resistance and very little 
expression. In the light, it was more obvious he’d been crying, and the shadows under his eyes 
were deeper than usual, and clearly not makeup. 


He was already beginning to hunch in on himself, and as much as it would probably be easier to 
have this conversation while not tangled up in each other, Patton couldn’t help it: he had to hug 
him again. Now that he knew Anxiety wanted to be hugged, that he thought he’d had to b— 


Well. Patton would be giving him hugs whenever Anxiety goddamn wanted. And if that meant 
having a serious conversation while Anxiety slumped against his chest, then so be it. 


Upon being suddenly pulled into another hug, Anxiety made a startled noise, but again, quickly 
relaxed. He was still shaking—in fact, Patton thought it might get better, but it seemed to be getting 
worse. 


“Tt’s alright, kiddo,” he said, and he let one hand come up to gently stroke through his hair. “Oh, 
it’s alright.” 


Anxiety—Anxiety hugged back, and the shaking became jerking shoulders, the jittering, haltering 
breath because tiny, wet little gasps became tiny, shuddering sobs. He was crying. Anxiety was 
crying, crying in Patton’s arms, and that little Patton Buck on the bedside table just in view taunted 
Patton with his failure. 


“Sweetheart,” Patton said, still petting through his hair, holding him tightly, and the next sob was 
louder at the pet name, “Sweetheart, Patton Bucks aren’t for hugs. They’re for silly favors, silly 
things, not this.” 


Anxiety froze again, still crying, trying to muffle it as he pulled back. But Patton held fast, even 
when he squirmed a little, and said, “No, no, no, it’s alright, it’s alright, kiddo, it’s only—hugs are 
free. You can always have a hug, it’s okay—” 


“No,” said Anxiety, small, “I—I’m not like the others, maybe they—but I can’t—” 
“Yes, you can,” said Patton fiercely. “Any time, kiddo.” 
“J—J didn’t waste it?” 


“No, you didn’t waste it,” said Patton, “You didn’ t—don’t worry, kiddo. You didn’t even spend 
it.” 


Anxiety sagged a little with relief. “Good,” he said, a little slurred. He still seemed barely coherent, 
like he was hanging on by an edge. “Only hv’ th one...” 


Something in Patton’s chest twinged. “That will change,” he promised, and, just because he could, 
he turned his head and pressed a kiss to Anxiety’s forehead. He gave an almost inaudible whine, 
eyes fluttering closed again, leaning into him. 


“Rest,” he said softly, “It’s alright. Sleep well, kiddo.” 


And Anxiety, in a move quite unlike himself, did. 


Virgil woke up extremely comfortable. This was not the usual for him, and, ironically, freaked him 
out a bit. 


But looking around—he was in his room, and nothing seemed out of place, although the blankets 
had been tucked over him. And... 


There, on his bedside table, were two Patton Bucks. 

One was undeniably his: old and creased and worn. The other was crisp and brand new. 
Both were weighed down by a little conjured paperweight, along with a small note. It read: 
Hey kiddo! I hope you slept well :-) Come downstairs for pancakes! 

It was signed by Patton, along with a little lopsided doodle of a heart. 


The memory of last night crashed down over Virgil like a wave. Oh god. Oh god, he’d thrown 
himself Patton like a pathetic child, he’d tried to spend his Patton Buck, his only Patton Buck, and 


Patton. Patton had... 


He’d. Given it back. 


He’d given it back, and he’d hugged Virgil twice, and even when he’d started to get tears and snot 
on his shoulder he’d just hugged him tighter and murmured soothing nothings and he’d given back 
his Patton Buck and now there were two. 


(And. he... he must have carried Virgil back here, tucked him in. Had he kissed his forehead again? 
Virgil vaguely remembered cool lips on his forehead, how comforting it had felt, and—oh. Oh. 
How did this happen?) 


Was it pity? That was the only thing that made sense, wasn’t it? What else could it be? 


Virgil was even more confused than before, but now he knew exactly how one of Patton’s hugs 
felt. 


(And he desperately, desperately wanted more.) 


End Notes 


do i want roman and/or logan to get involved somehow? absolutely, im a slut for them 
realizing anxiety isn't so bad and is in desperate need of a hug pre-accepting anxiety. but 
like, consider: i have no idea how to write that <3 


if i did continue it i was like, maybe he comes down and he has that second patton buck and 
he's all wary but roman sees it and is like oh damn tall dark and depressing did you STEAL 
this? (not that roman's an asshole, but like. their relationship was Not the best pre-realizing 
anxiety wasn't the worst, and it makes great drama rip roman you'd have a turnaround 
eventually darling) and then drama unfolds from there plus patton resolving to give him 
patton bucks more often and the others being confused about it and like probably c!thomas 
getting involved at some point be my beloved but like. The Writing Juice Is Over. It Has 
Left Me. Alas O Muses 


but hey if anyone wants to tho go ahead just link me blease 


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work! 


